
EMMA MELVILLE FARMER, 

Daughter of Jedidiah and Mary Y. C. Farmer, 

Died October 11, 1851; 

Aged eight years three months seventeen days: 

THE SIXTH OF A BAND OF BROTHERS AND SISTERS 
WHO HAVE BEEN CALLED TO THEIR 


DEAR PARENTS, WEEP NO MORE 
FOR THOSE YOU LOVED SO WELL; 
FOR GLORIES NOW ARE OURS, 

AND JOYS WE MAY NOT TELL! 


The following lines were prepared by Mr. P. 
B. Merritt, teacher of the West Male School, 
in Hingham. and sung by the Pupils of his, and 
Miss Mary E. Riddle’s Schools, at the funeral of 
Emma, who had been a beloved pupil of both of 
the above kind and affectionate teachers:— 

One sweet flower has drooped and faded, 

One sweet infant’s voice has fled, 

One fair brow the grave has shaded, 

One dear school-male now is dead! 

But we feel no thought of sadness. 

For our friend is happy now— 

She has knelt in soul-felt gladness 
Where the blessed angels bow. 

She is now where harps are ringing, 

In the heavenly courts above— 

And her infant voice is singing, 

With glad spirits, hymns of love. 

She has gone to heaven before us— 

But she turns and waves her hand, 

Pointing to the glories o’er us 
In that happy spirit-land. 

Lord, may angels watch above us, 

Keep us all from danger free; 

May they guard, and guide, and love us, 

Till, like her, we go to Thee. 
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